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Life, to this wind, turn'd all her vanes, Moan'd in her chimneys and her eaves;
I grieved as woods in dripping rains Sigh over all their fallen leaves;
Beside my door at morning stood
The tearful spirit of the time; He moan'd, " I wander from my good!"
He chanted some old doleful rhyme.
So lived I without aim or choice, Still humming snatches of old song,
Till suddenly a sharper voice Cried in the future " Come along."
When to this sound my face I turn'd,
Intent to follow on the track, Again the low sweet voices mourn'd
In distant fields, " Come back, come back."
Confused, and ceasing from my quest,
I loiter'd in the middle way, So pausing 'twixt the East and West,
I found the Present where I stay:
Now idly in my natal bowers, Unvext by doubts I cannot solve,
I sit among the scentless flowers
And see and hear the world revolve:
Yet well I know that nothing stays, And I must traverse yonder plain:
Sooner or later from the haze The second voice will peal again.
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